The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Nayj doe not thinke 1 flatter, 

For what aduancement may I hope from thee 

That no reuenew hafl but thy good fpirits 

To feede and clothe thee, why fhould the poore be flatterd ? 

No, let the candied tongue lickc abfuAl pompc, 

And crookc the pregnant hindgesof the knee 
Where thrift may follow fauning •, doofl thou heart, 

Since my dearc foule was miftris of her choice, 

A nd could of men diflinguifh her eleftion, 

S’hath feald thee for herfclfe, for tliou haft been 
As one in fuffring all that fuffers nothing, 

A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 
Haft tane with equall thanks 5 and blcft are thofc 
Whofe blood and judgement are fo well comedled. 

That they are not a pype for Fortunes finger 
T© found what fto'p fhc plcafe : giue me that man 
That is not paGions flaue, and I will wcarc him 
In my harts core, I in my hart of hart 
As I doc thee. Something too much of this. 

There is a play to night before the King, 

One fccne of it comes neere the circumflancc 
Which I haue told thee -of my fathers death, 

I prethee when thou feeft that a£f a foote, 

Euen with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferue my V ncle, if his occulted guilt 
Doe not it felfe vnkennill in one fpcech. 

It is a damned ghoft that we haue feene, 

And my imaginations arc as foule 
As ZJtiicans fttthy^ giue him heedfull note, 

For I mine eyes will riuetto his face, 

And after we will both our judgements ioyne 
In ccnfure of his feeming. 

Hor. Well my lord, 

If a fteale ought the whilft this play is playing 
And feape deteffed, 1 will pay the theft. 

Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drftmmes, King t Quccue, 
Polontus , Opbe/ta. 

Ham. They are comming to the play. I mufl be idle, 




Prince of Denmark?* 


Get you 3 

Kmg. How fares our cofin Hamlet* 

Ham. Excellent yfaith, 

Of tK Camchons difh, I cate the ayre, 
promiferam’d, you cannot feede Capons fo. 

King. 1 haue nothing with this aunfwcr Hamlet , 

Jhefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord. 

You play d once i’th Vniuerfitie y ou fay, 

Pol. That did I my Lord , and was accounted a good Afior, 

Bam. What did you ena£t ? 

Tol. I did enatt I alius Caftr, I was kild i’th Capitall, 

’Brntu kild mee. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo capitall a calfe there. 

Be the Players readies 

jtpf. I my Lord, they flay vpon your patience, 

Ger. Come hether my decre Hamlet , fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother, heerc’s mettle more atf ra&iue. 

Pol. Oho, doe you marke that. 

Ham. Lady fhall I lie in your lap ? 

Ophe. No my Lord. ^ 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant country matt' 

Oph. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a fayre thought to lye bctwecnc maydes legs. 

Oph . What is my Lord? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Oph. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God your onely Iigge-maker, what fliould a man do but 
be merry, for looke you how chcercfully my mother looked, and my 
Gther died within’s two howres. 

Oph. Nay, tis twice two months my Lord. 

Ham. So long, nay then let the deule weare blacke , for lie haue a 
■ ute of fables *, 6 heauens, die two months agoe, and not forgotten yet, 
then there’s hope a great mans memorie may out»liuc his lifehalfea 
veere, but ber Lady a muft build Churches then , or els fhall a fuffer 
not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfc, whofe Epitaph is, for 6, foe 
°> me hobby-horfc is forgot, 

H. enter 
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